Frights and Fashions

print, other women, always two by two, walk away in the same
manner. The unfreshness of these women is most wonderfully
expressed, and to such point that they are faintly sickening to look
upon. There is a frowsiness in the dot and stipple of their line.
From this point, indeed, the Monstrosities become like figures in a
nightmare. It is the cloaca, the abscondita, of Hogarth and Gill-
ray, a dwelling upon the sinister and sordid which is akin to mad-
ness, the pabulum, the common or daily rneal of the satirist, when
his powers are in their full flow of creation, but-, in their effect, it
is as the dropping of the mask. Every living figure is tainted by
their madness. Not a face, but is pitted or pockmarked; all bodies
are too fat or thin. In Hogarth, and in Gillray, the very dogs are
deformed and starving.

Such, of course, is not the case at foot of the statue of Achilles.
The Charivari of Craikshank, under which name we might as-
semble together all such various satires upon fashion, could not
include the hungry. They are his early ephemera drawn under the
influence of Giliray, being, in part, the comments of an inhabitant
of Islington or Pentonville upon the absurdities of Hyde Park.
There is another of these prints, portraying the fashions of a
particular year, in which the women wear ugly, barrel shaped and
hunchbacked dresses, with ridiculously short skirts, hats like a
shovel or a coal scuttle, nearly exposed bosoms, and are impelled
by some vagary, some contagion of their senses, to walk leaning
forward as though in great pain and agony. The immense hats of
the later 'twenties are drawn with tiresome and exaggerated repe-
tition, being depicted as huge straw platters tied with ribbons and
heaped with fruits and flowers. This is the weakness of these
caricatures. And they come towards the end of the long series*
Let us look, though, at their strength. There was the epoch of the
cchapeau de paille' with wide, flopping brims. Craikshank has
drawn a group of children completely hidden under these great
mushrooms they are wearing. The whole of this print billows and
flops with the wide shapes. We are nearly in the knd of Bosch and
Brueghel. In other prints we see strange apparitions. A man
dressed like a naval officer, but it is his own fantasy. He has de-
signed it for himself. His coat has the braiding of a commander or
an admiral; he wears the cocked hat; and his trousers might be the
white duck trousers of the fleet worn in summer, or in southern
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